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‘ Pop went right to work when the car » hie me. 
He sure Raew how to tern a dishonest buck. seis ce 


by 
JACK 
RITCHIE 


Pz TOLD me to roll up the sleeve of my shirt. 
“You can see for yourself,” he said. “The 
kid’s arm is all bent. He can’t use it hardly at all 
now and it'll get worse year by year.” 

Mr. Ward leaned forward to lock and the eyes 
in his heavy face showed nothing. 

Pop waved a hand. “We'll hit them for all we 
can get. I don’t care who pays, Either Peterson or 
his insurance company.” 

Mr. Ward rolled the cigar in his mouth a couple 
of times and then reached for his pen. 

“Henry Peterson is the guy’s mame,” Pop said. 
He watched Mr. Ward write. “Senator Henry Peter- 
son.” 

Mr, Ward and Pop looked at each other for about 
ten seconds, and then Mr. Ward got a little smile 
on his face. “All right,” he said. “Go on.” 

“My kid was crossing the street when he was 
run down by the senator’s. car,” Pop , said. “A big 
job in the five thousand dollar class.” - 

I cleared my throat. “I was playing ball in the 
street.” 

Mr. Ward's eyes went over me without finding 
anything interesting. “Shut up, kid,” he said. 

“I was sitting on the stoop and I saw the whole 
thing,” Pop said. “I picked up Freddie and. took ° 
him to a doctor.” 

Mr. Ward played with his pen. “How come you 
didn’t take the kid toa hospital? That’s what usually 
happens in cases like that.” 

Pop shrugged. “The doc was nearer.” 

Mr. Ward smiled and rubbed his’ chin. “You 
were excited. That’s natural. A father’s first con- 


ie qetiis poe ‘4 ve neers ee 
cern is for his kid and he’s got the right. to lose 


his head, What did Peterson do?” 
Pop crossed his legs."“He came along.” 

1 remembered the look on Senator. Peterson's 
iace when he saw how dirty Dr. Millet’s office was. 

Mr. Ward looked at my arm again, “When did 
allthishappen?” : 

Pop shifted in his- chair. “About two years ago.” 

Mr. Ward chuckled very softly. 

Pop got a little red. “I figured the arm would 
turn out all right. But the kid kept yammering 
about it day and night. I finally took him. to an- 
other doctor.” 

Mr. Ward puffed his cigar and waited, 

Pop ran his tongue over his lips. “They'll have 
to break Freddie’s arm and put it back together 
again. Even then it might never grow any longer 
than it is now.” 

Pop shook his Head and: looked down at. his 
hands. “The kid’s future. is ruined. And look at 

“him. He’s lost ‘maybe twenty pounds, He can’t 
get no sleep nights because of the hurt.” 
” Mr. Ward studied me. “How old is he?” 

“Fifteen,” Pop said. “He’s always been-a runt.” 

Pop took a cigarette out of a crumpled pack and 
lit it. “I signed a paper with Peterson’s insurance 
company and got five hundred dollars, 1 needed 
the money. But that don’t mean a thing now. Not 
when the arm turned out this way.” 

Mr. Ward looked at the ceiling. “Why not sue the 
doctor?” : : 

“You can’t get blood out of a stone,” Pop said, 

Mr. Ward chuckled again and looked Pop over. 
“When we get together with Peterson, it might be 
a good idea if you shaved. Wear a necktie too.” 

We left Mr. Ward’s office and walked down three 
lights of stairs to the street. 

When we got neat Danny’s Bar, Pop slowed. 
down and rattled the change in his pocket. He 
licked his lips, but 1 knew he wasn’t going in 
there. Danny charges thirty-five cents for a drink. 
At O’Brien’s you get the same stuff for twenty. 

At Thirty-eighth, we crosséd the street so that 
we wouldn't have to go past Ricco’s. Pop doesn’t 
go near there ever since he had that fight with 
Louie Milo who hangs out there. ; 

Pop went into O’Brien’s and I followed him, 

Mr. O’Brien waited until Pop put money on the 
bar before he poured a drink. Then he looked at 
me. “Get the hell out of here, kid.” 

Pop yawned. “You heard him, Freddie.” 

“Tm not doing anything,” I said. 

Mr. O’Brien leaned over the bar. “Move before 
I put a boot in your rump.” 

- Pop downed his drink and put some more 
change on the bar. 

1 looked at him for a few seconds and thén 1 

left and started walking home. : 

My arm hurt preity bad. It gets that way when 
it’s damp. § . 
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Turk and ( 


. Pete got 


unlucky. It was in the First World 
you kept a match lit long. enor rg 
a German sniper was liable to g 

They didn’t look at me and so 1 
didn’t care about the story. Se 

I waited a. little while and then said 
couple of the Goldens today. I + 
their territory.” : SS ee 

Gino. looked at me, “You beat. their heads to- 
gether? Is that it, Freddie p - 

1 changed my mind about what I was going to 
say. I shrugged. “I didn’t want to start: nothing 
there. I would of been mobbed.” —_. 

“I’m surprised at’ you, Freddie,” Turk said. 
“You're the brave type. It runs in the family.” 

Gino coughed on some cigarette smoke. “I 
thought I'd bust a gut when I seen little Louie — 
chase Freddie’s old man out of Ricco’s. He’s sure 
got speed when he’s scared, Ain’t that right, 
Freddie?” moe 

I looked at the Poulos girls. passing across the 
street and tried to quick think of something to say 
about the way they swung their hips. But I could- 
n't think of nothing. me 

Red Kelly’s chromed-up Chevvy pulled to the 
curb and Pete, Turk and Gino got inside. I thought 
there was room for one more, but Gino shut the — 
door after him: ee 

They took off and 1. watched them turn the 
corner. 

Pop came home around ten o'clock with Willie - 
Bragan. They had.a pint with them and they began 
talking about the-job they were going to ‘do. on 
Saturday night. I asked if I could be lookout, but 
Pop wold me to shut up. 

When they settled everything and finished the 
pint, Bragan went home. 

Before Pop went to bed, he looked under the 
kitchen clock, He always does that ever since he 
found theeight dollars I set aside for the jacket. 

I fixed myself sorne butter: bread and went to 
the window and looked down. It was getting quict 
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Pop loo 
crippled for life.” 

Mr. ‘Jenkins 
lap. “This De. y 
lost: his license several mo 
practices,” ae 

“How the. hell was Is 


Mr, Jenkins’ voice was dry. “How did you hap- 
pen toselecthim?” ~ Bee 
Mr. Ward cleared his throat. “As my client ex- 
plained, Dr. Miller was the nearest aid available.” 
‘Senator Peterson had grayish hair and he was 
about Pop’s age. But his skin was clear, 
~ He studied Pop. “It would seem that this Dr. 
Miller is the man to sue.” 
Mr. Ward smiled. “Dr. Miller disappeared shortly 
after losing his license, We've made an extensive 
search, but we’ve been unable’ to find a trace of 
- hin.” 


who’s responsible. It was your car that hit. the 
bo mad $ 

Me, Jenkins sighed. “I fail to see that you have 
~any case at all. At the time of the accident you 
absolutely refused to have the boy taken to a. hos- 
pital. You refused to allow our doctors to examine 
him. In addition, you signed an agreement waiving 
all future claims, for which you received five hun- 
dred dollars. Under the circumstances, ‘neither my 
company nor Senator Peterson can be held respon- 
sible for the mistakes of this Dr. Miller.” 

It was quiet for a while and then Me. Ward 
took the cigar out of his. mouth, “Perhaps we don’t 
have an iron-bound case, from the legal point of 
view.” He looked. at Senator Peterson. “I believe 
you are running for the Senate again? Do you 
suppose the publicity might be harmful?” 
~ Mr, Jenkins and Senator Peterson looked at each 
other. natn g,-e 

“T see,” Mr. Jenkins said. He put his. papers back 
in his brief case and got to his feet. “Are you 
coming, Senator?” 

Senator Peterson didn’t look at him. 

‘Mr. Jenkins smiled tightly. “At any rate, my 
company is not running for the Senate.” 

He went to the door and left. 

But Senator Peterson stayed. 


It was evening and I didn’t feel like going to 
. the movies. I got some candy bars instead and 


DON*Y TWIST MY ARM — 5 


‘didn’t whimper: 


Pop pointed to Senator Peterson. “You're the one | 


a 
from a bottle 
and it was areal 


kid ar 


ound?” 


“I get a lousy six ¢ 
yet for listening to th 


ny 


Pop’s face was da 


sand. That’s all- I 
whimper for two: 


I shook. my. h hat was all wrong to 


it. 
Dr. Miller stayed'for another hour. before he left. 
I settled down on the fire. escape, waiting and 
watching Pop drink. I figured that he’d probably 
have enough by eleveri o’clock. at, 

Then I rememberéd that this was Saturday and 
he and Bragan were supposed to do a job. 

I wondered if Pop could get’ out of it. He 
wouldn’t want to take any chances. with small 
stuff, now that he had the six thousand, But. he 
couldn’t tell Bragan that he had the money. You 
don’t do something like that with Bragan if you 
want-to keep it, . : . 

Willie Bragan came at test and Pop looked sur- 
prised. I guess he forgot that it was Saturday. 

Bragan looked at the bottle of whiskey and then 
at the cigars. “I thought you was broke.” 

Pop licked his lips. “A guy paid me back fifty he 


owed.” 


Bragan grunted. “Since when you been lending... 
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mI could. feel sweat - : 


money?” : 

Pop laughed nervous. “An old friend.”. 

Bragan wasn't buying that, but. he shrugged. 
“We'll talk about it later. Let’s get going. I got the 
truck downstairs in front.” - 

Pop’s voice had a whine in it. “Let's put it off, 
Willie. I'm not feeling so good tonight.” 

Bragan smiled a little and took a handful of 
cigars out of the box, a 

Pop didn’t like that, but Bragan is a-big man 
and you don’t complain. 

“Honest, Willie,” Pop said. “I've been feeling 

rotten all day.” 

Bragan. smelled one of the cigars. “Take a couple 
aspirins.” 

I watched them -get in the truck down below 
and then I went down the fire escape. 

It was cool in the streets and I began walking. 
Pop wouldn’t be back for three or four hours and 
I couldn’t sit still chat long, Not with what was 
going on in my head. : 

I don’t know ‘how long it was, but after a while 
I was in a long empty street and there were mostly 
warehouses on both sides. I-was a little surprised 
to be there. But now that I was, I sat down ina 
doorway and watched the warehouse near the end 
of the block. 

“!A cop turned the corner far down the street. 
He walked slow, shining his flashlight into the 
doorways. ‘ 

And then he stopped in front of the warchouse 
I was watching. He seemed to be listening and 
then he took the gun out of his holster. He moved 
on his toes to the doors of the warehouse and he 
listened for another half a minute. 

I wondered if I should do something, but then 
[ remembered what I'd heard on the fire escape 
and I kept quiet. 

The cop pulled open one of the sliding doors 


fast and jumped inside, The light poured out and. 


I could sce the cop’s shadow stretching all the way 
across the road. 

I waited a while and then I got up and walked 
toward the open door. 

The cop had his back to me and he was standing 
just inside the door with his gun. xa 

Pop and Bragan were facing him with their 
hands over their heads. Pop’s face was white 
and Bragan was scowling. They were standing 

_next to Bragan’s big truck and it was about halt 
loaded with automobile parts and new tires from 
the warehouse. ; 

Bragan’s eyes shifted in my direction and he 
saw me, 

The cop noticed that and he jumped to one side 
like a scared cat. His gun swung back and forth 
between us. “Get over there with the rest of them.” 

1 shook my head. “I don’t have anything to do 
with this, I was just passing by.” 

The cop had a hard laugh. “At two clock in 


ok, we can fix this up.” 

The. crop grinned. “That’s right. I’m just a. poor 
cop; I don’t earn too mich.” ; ae 

1 could. tell from his voice that he was just 
playing, but Pop kept trying anyhow. 

“Five hundred: bucks,” Pop. said. “I can. raise 
five hundred.” 

The cop kept grinning. “Keep going.” 

Pop was sweating. He had a record and it wasn’t 
going to be easy for him if he -g ‘ront of a. 
judge. “A “thousand,” he said. “ 
you in a day,” 

.Bragan was looking at Pop’ now toe a1 
he was wondering whether Pop 
whether he really. had the money 
thinking about the whiskey and the cigars. 4 

The cop's eycs flicked around the big roorn and 
he saw the wall phone.. coh : feo 

Pop’s voice got high..“Two thousand,” he-said: ~ 
“Three.” beets Pens 

For a second the cop looked interested. But then 
I guess he took another look at Pop and figured 


Pop | swallo 


" that -he couldn’t have that kind of money. 


The cop couldn’t keep his eyes on everything. 
Not on Bragan, and Pop, and me, and the wall 
phone. I guess he decided I was. the least: im- 
portant. ces 

He took his cyes away from me fora few. seconds 
when he started edging for the phone. a 

Pop looked at me now and he was asking for 
help. earns 
There wasn't much timé and T had to. make 
up my mind. I hesitated for a ‘second and then I 
stooped down and grabbed’ d tire iron leaning | 
against. the wall, I swung with all my might anc 
the iron bit deep into the cop’s skull, 

Bragan came out of the shock first. He went; 
to the door and pulled it shut. Then she Anelt 
down beside the cop. After a while, he looked up. 
“He’s dead.” : 

I nodded and tossed the tire iron aside... 

Pop was shaking. “The kid done it. We got no 
part of this.” sta & noe 

Bragan got to his feet. “We're in it as deep as the 
kid is. We're in the big league now.” 

He picked up the tire iron and wiped my finger- 
prints off with his handkerchief. “All tight,” he 
said, “Let’s go.” 

He went to the big doors and slid them open. 

I stood to one side and watched them get’ into 
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the truck. Pop put his head out of the cab. “Dama 
it,” he yelled to me. “Get in.” 

I stood there for a few seconds, uncertain. I was 
sick with what he was, I didn’t know if I wanted 
to stick with him any more—I didn’t even know 
why I'd stuck with him this long... 

“For God's sake, kid, get in,” he said again, 
And I saw his frightened eyes dart over in the 


direction of Bragan. 

Pop would have trouble with Brag; 
six thousand. He might need me. An 
it, I realized why I'd stuck with him, because ne 
one clse on earth had ever needed op wanted me 
for any reason, and, jeez, how 1 needed to be 
needed ,.. 

“All right,” I said. “AI! right, Pop, I’m coming,” 


das I thought 


Ready Remedy 


In Syracuse, N. Y., Thomas Glovemore, 52 
containing almost a hundred bottles of medic 
to jail for panhandling. Asked why he had so 


» insisted on taking a sack 
in¢é when he was sentenced 
much medicine, Glovemore 


replied, “That’s easy. Sometimes I don’t feel good—like right now,” 


Safety First 
y 


A W¥-year-old Ravenna, ©. youth being held in jail complained 


to a reporter that he had no way to light his cig 


arcts, “They won't 


let me have matches or a lighter here,” he explained. Police accused 
the youth of setting 35 fires including a $90,000 church blaze. 


Insult to Snjury 


A thief in Cheshire, Conn, awakened Joseph Fazzone in the wee 
hours with a telephone call to tell him his automobile had been stolen, 
Investigating, Fazzone found the thief had also taken two evergreen 


Sige of Dosa 


trees from his front lawn. 


gan about the 
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DON’T Twist ary ARM 


In Romford, England, Philip Tomkins, 53, received a month’s jail 
sentence for stealing 428 door handles from the hardware store where 
he was employed. Tomkins said he stole the handles because he thought 
they would come in handy in his new home he was planning to build. 
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BY POPULAR DEMAND 


The June issue of MANHUNT, on sale March 25, will be in the hand y POCKET- 
SIZE. Don’t miss it. Be sure to ask your newsdealer to reserve your copy today. 


Wn 


